l6o8-l666       SIR    RICHARD    FANSHAWE                69
From AN ODE
Upon Occasion of His Majesty's Proclamation in the
year 1630 commanding the Gentry to reside upon
their Estates in the Country1
ONLY the Island which we sow (A world without the world) so far From present wounds, it cannot show An ancient scar.
White Peace (the beautiful'st of things) Seems here her everlasting rest To fix, and spreads her downy wings Over the nest.
As when great Jove, usurping reign, From the plagued world did her exile And tied her with a golden chain To one blest Isle:
Which in a sea of plenty swam, And turtles sang on every bough, A safe retreat to all that came, As ours is now.
Believe me, Ladies, you will find In that sweet life more solid joys, More true contentment to the mind, Than all town toys.
1 Massingham in Seventeenth Century Verse Has so rearranged the sue~ cession of its lines as to render this poem completely unintelligible.l6o8-l666       SIR    RICHARD    FANSHAWE                69
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From the plagued world did her exile
And tied her with a golden chain
To one blest Isle:

Which in a sea of plenty swam,
And turtles sang on every bough,
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